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iceberg now that we could see the minutest details of its
roughly chiselled surface. Each tiny roughness carried a
powdering of yesterday's snow.
" Get your sea anchor out! "
A sea anchor is a conical canvas bag, a drogue, weighted so
that it will sink down deep enough to act like an under-water
kite. Thus, trailing its drogue several fathoms beneath it,
the boat would drift with the current or with the tide and
not with the wind. But our sea anchor would not sink. It
floated ineffectually upon the surface. The iceberg was
almost above us.
" Get out in the pram, Matheson. Try and pull her
clear. See what you can do. The rest of you stand by
with boat hooks to fend her off."
Matheson got out into the pram. He pulled with long,
steady strokes, sitting a little sideways on the thwart, one leg
straight and one bent under him. His chin was thrown
back as he leaned upon his oars so that his beard stuck
outwards and upwards in a reassuring and indomitable point.
We stood ready on the deck with boat hooks poised for action
as the high white cliffs drew within our reach. Very
slowly, with the strong pull of Matheson's oars, we moved
clear. The iceberg began to draw astern of us. Other
aspects of its rude architecture became visible by almost
imperceptible degrees. A hidden slope revealed itself, a
shoulder appeared. A whirling blue eddy played in and
out of a new hollow. And presently the way lay open
between us and the glacier face down wind. We drifted
now steadily on towards it watching, helplessly and in silence,
its fantastic details enlarge. But in twenty fathoms, a mile
from the same hated beach and its white lines of foam, we
found bottom and the anchor held. We were clear of the
berg and we drifted no longer. I came out of my gaping
trance, a little ashamed of having been in it, but we looked
at each other with blank faces and for a time were
quite silent, speechless with disappointment and dismay.